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| walk as fast as | dare down the hall toward the dressing room. The white towel around my waist barely 
covers me and | am dripping water everywhere, leaving watery footprints behind me. Running would just cause 


an embarrassing accident. 


| could lie and say | was hurrying because | was late for the meet and greet, but | won't. While I'm not above 
lying when the situation calls for it, there's no reason for me to do it now. The meet and greet is the last of 


my worries. 


Irritation bordering on disgust is what propels me forward at warp speed. Somehow, | ended up staying a little 
too long on stage waving to our fans and | missed when the others had left. By the time | made it to the 
showers, the other three had already disappeared. "Trying to be good little boys and be on time for the fans," 
| grumble as | reach for the handle of my dressing room door. "Fuck! It doesn't matter." Most of our fans 


know | always show up fashionably late for the meet and greet. What they don't know is that it isn't fashion 


that always makes me late. 
And, damn, that's why l'm fucking annoyed. | missed him. | hate missing him. Absolutely fucking hate it. 


| throw open the door and stop short. There he is, sitting on the sofa, reading the latest issue of Fangoria. 
Fuckin’ A. He waited for me. Why | ever doubted him for a second, | don't know. You'd think that after more 
than a decade together, | would know better. 


He still hasn't noticed me yet..whatever he is reading must be fucking engrossing. He never gets tired of that 


horror shit. So | just stare at him. Believe me, it's one of my favorite pastimes. 


The blackest pair of jeans you've ever seen are molded to his body. Even from here | can see the way the 
material hugs his thighs and clings to his hips. If he were to stand, there would be no doubt in my mind that 


the sweet curve of his ass would be framed perfectly. 

The jeans are enough to cause me to salivate and | can feel desire for this man heating up my blood My body 
temperature isn't the only thing that's rising as | take in the rest of him. Other parts of my body are also 
starting to pay attention He's wearing that black vest with nothing underneath it. It's one of those outfits that 
makes him look hotter than hell. Fuck, in my case, everything about him is hot..doesn't matter what he is--or 
isn't--wearing. He should have come with a warning label. Careful. Product may be hot. 


The thought amuses me and | giggle. 


That manages to pull him away from his article. Damn, | might have to start hiding his magazines. It took way 


to long for him to notice me. 
"Uli," Kirk greets me. "Where the fuck have you been?" 
"Shower," | answer, stating the obvious. 


His dark eyes narrow as his gaze sweeps me from head to toe. It sets every nerve | have on fire. "I can see 


that," he murmurs. "Where the fuck is your robe?" 


| look at him in surprise. Oh, fuck. | forgot my robe. Shit, things are about to get a whole lot more interesting. 
"Uh, | think it's hanging on one of the hooks right outside the showers." 


"Lars," Kirk growls disapprovingly. "You know you aren't allowed to parade around in just a towel anymore. It's 


forbidden" 


Yeah, he's right. | glance behind me just to verify the door is still open. | can't say when he moves, but | can 


feel when he's directly in front of me. 


"Now, now, Uli," he murmurs softly, almost sweetly, to me. "You know better. There's no escape." | turn back 


to face him even as he reaches around me to close and lock the door. 


Kirk presses himself up against me, forcing my back to the door. | can feel his knee against my cock and | can't 
help but rub myself against him. The towel and his jeans--not to mention the hardness of his thigh--is a 


wonderful, sweet friction | just know my cock is starting to drool. 


The towel is yanked from my waist and it lands next to me on the floor. | don't have time to think about that, 
though, because his hand is on me, stilling my movements. He gives my dick a little squeeze. "See what | got 
here, Baby? See this dick? It's mine, all mine." He leans closer to me and his hot breath teases my lips. "You're 
mine," he says throatily. "Its mine. No one is allowed to touch any part of you, taste any part of you, or 
*see* any part of you unless it's me. You do understand that, right, my sweet lover?" And he starts a low, 
languid stroking of my cock. 


| shudder and manage a small nod before his lips are crushing my own. His tongue teases its way into my 
mouth and begins to taste every inch of it. | can barely stand with the double assault and | clutch at his 
shoulders for support. | meet his slow strokes with wild little thrusts of my hips, encouraging him to speed it 
up. Kirk obliges, pumping my cock in his fist a little harder, a little faster. 


Suddenly, without warning, he lets go of me and moves back a step. Kirk gives me a slow, devious smile. 
Moaning at the loss, | can only guess what is going through his mind. | don't have to wonder for long, though, 
as he reaches for the button of his jeans. | swallow and lick my kiss-swollen lips as he slips the button out of 
its loop and slowly unzips his fly. My heart quickens when | notice his pubic hair. He's not wearing any 


underwear. 
"Turn around, lover, hands against the door,” Kirk says, roughly. 


| manage to catch a glimpse of his straining cock before doing what I'm told. lm not really calm when | place 


my hands on the door and lay my heated cheek against the cool wood. 


Kirk nudges my legs wider apart, leaving me open and exposed. | feel his hand on my cock again, but this time 


its gathering pre-cum. | know what's coming--pardon the pun--and | deserve everything | get. 


‘Its time | reminded you of who you belong to, Lars," Kirk whispers this promise in my ear, his hair tickling 
my shoulder. "The only time you can be the little exhibitionist that you are, is with me. After all these years, 


you'd think you'd have learned that particular lesson" 


‘Sorry, Kirk," | murmur. His hands are no longer on me and | can just imagine where they are, what they're 


doing. "| won't do it again" 


He gently nips at my shoulder with his teeth. The surprise sting causes me to jump slightly. "If you were 
sorry, Lars, you wouldn't keep doing this." 


| try to fight back a smile. "I'm sorry. | just forget sometimes." 


The gentle bite at my shoulder doesn't surprise me this time. I'm sure he's broken the skin this time and l'm 
bleeding a little. The coppery tang of my blood drives him wild. Sure enough, | can feel the wetness of his 
tongue as it swirls around my skin. My moans come from somewhere deep in the pit of my stomach. What 


can | say? This shit turns me on, too. 


"You say that all the time, too," he whispers as his tongue outlines the shell of my ear. "You just never learn, 


baby, and I'm just gonna have to keep getting after you." 


| can't reply because suddenly his dick is in my ass. In one smooth motion, he has fully sheathed himself. After 


years of being loved by this man, he's more than welcome inside me. | clench my ass muscles, loving the feel 


of him. 


His groan vibrates against my neck as he kisses me. Slowly, he begins to move, keeping me still with his hands 
on my hips. In, he touches the very heart of me. Out, he sits on the edge of my skin. He teases me like this 
for a few minutes until finally | can't take it anymore and | sob out his name. "Kirk! Please...” 


Soon he's moving in and out of me with a little more speed. One of his hands leaves my hip and reaches for 
my cock. That's all the invitation | need. | push back on his dick until we establish a rhythm. He's pistoning in 
and out of me, angling his hips and penetrating the very center of me. Kirk nudges my sweet spot as he jerks 


my dick in time with his thrusts. 


With an incoherent shout, l'm coming hard, cum spraying all over the door. He continues to milk me even as he 


falls over the edge and empties himself into me. 


Laying my forehead against the coolness of the door, | feel him slump against me. "I own you," he murmurs 


against the back of my neck. "You're all mine." 

"Yeah," | manage to agree, trying to get my breath back. 

Kirk pulls out of me and moves away. 

By the time I've picked up the towel and cleaned myself--and the door--up, he's moved to the couch. | walk 
over to where he's sprawled, boneless, on its black leather. Gently, with a clean part of my towel, | wipe away 
the remains of our love-making from him. Carefully, | tuck him back into his pants and slowly bring the zipper 


up. | finish buttoning up his pants and look up into his dazed eyes. 


"Get dressed, Uli," he mutters gruffly. "You know what to wear." He closes his eyes, safe in the knowledge that 
Ill do as he says. 


He doesn't notice my smile as | make my way over to my locker and pull out those god-awful blue Adidas 
pants he picked out for me. As | slip them on, | remember how much | hated them when he first brought 


them to me. They do nothing for me. You can't even tell what I'm packing, which, | guess, is the whole point of 
them. *He's* allowed to wear tight, black jeans that leave nothing to the imagination. But, me? No way. 


Now, though, as the satiny softness caresses my skin, I'm happy with them. | don't have to show off what | 


have because I've got what | want. Besides, it's easier to hide my growing..attraction for him. Which, of course, 
seems to grow all the time. 


| look over at my dozing lover. | love to see him all undone. Hmmm..wonder if | should parade down the hall 
naked next time. Maybe he'll take out the paddle. Yeah, I'd like that. I'll give him a couple of days to recuperate 
from this, though. I'll do it when we hit New Orleans. 


My smile widens. | love being in control. 


The End 


